colors of upholstering, and all bran new goods.

FIRSTin Quality! FIRST inPrice! FIRSTinTerms

First in everything---that’'s why we lead. This wee k we Wwill put on sale a large assortment of Lounges and Couches, covered in

silk tapestry, crush plush, Kaiser plush, Wilton rug, corduroy, French tapestry and body brussels carpet.
We will have displayed in our window the L.ounges and Couches illustrated below:
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All styles of frames, all

Ouk Feame, full spring
and well made.
Sells regularly about 810,
OUR PRICE
THIS WEEK...

R

This Single Carpet Lounge

850.00 worth—22.00 weelk, or §7.1
875,00 worth—2&2 50 week, or
8100.00 worth—#82.60 week, or £10.00 month,
B200.00 worth—21.00 week, or £15.00 month.

CASH OR MONTHLY OR WEEKLY PAYMENTS

£810.00 worth—81.00 weok, or &
£20.00 worth—281.25 weok, or &

) month.
2800 month.

-

£30.00 worth—&1L.560weok, or 85

LOO month.
Lo0 month,
300 month.

spring, Sells rogularly
about $15,

OUR PRICE
THIS WEBK....

This Bed Lounge

Upholstered In erush plush,
oak frame and full

srssamnaw

This couch can be had in )
Plush, tafted top ang beautifully
fringed, worth $18 of any man's money,
Our Price This Wesk..eovecievassnass

Corduroy or Kaiser

Full s

This Chenille Covered Couch—

pring, large assortment

of colors and solid oak frame;
sells reguiarly for about
$13.00 our price this week. ..

From $2.90.
great variety to
select from,

933

THE
LADIES’
GLADIATOR,

$85

g5

EASY
TERMS ON
BICYCLES.

This Couch, covered in French

Tapestry, full spring,
assorted colors and ruffle
edge; sell regularly at about
$10.00;

this Week ..o svionns oo

92529252802 25226226°% 258

/315 1317 i’:a;ﬁh

250599508590 958¢

QUICK MEAL STOVES

A

$1.95 aa

and upwar

............ and upwinrds
Maltting
Matting
Matting
Matting
Matting
Malting «covivincronsons
(o 1] 1114 PO R— . 1.
Linoleuma. .., <., ... 600
Ingraln Carpels
Ingrain Carpots......¢
Ingrain Carpols..... ..., §
Ingrain Carpole...ccoceiinns
Brussells
Brumanlls
Brugsalls
Rrueeslls
Brugsclls
Velvels
Moqueties

and up
and up

This pretty
BABY
CARRIA GE
goes another
week for the
same price.
If you need
one, be sure
and see this.
Price

My gty
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1 e
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) (Copyrighted, 16886, by the Author.)

Many bundred years ago a grim castle
frowned with surly aspect from a plle of
rocks upon a lonely laland. Rumeor. sald
an ogro dwelt here; but really it was Guaston
de Mesgquin (which translated means sordid
and stingy), better known as the IKKnight of
the Blue Armor, who had disappeared from
.hlu home In France to guard his treasures
fo this remote place.

This baron had robbed and plundered his
own and forelgn countries to ®o great an
extent that hils life was not eafe, Before
ho fled to this dreary Island he feared every
#ervant on his estate; and, to protect him-
self, he ordered a sult or armor to be made
in Toledo. When dellverad, he pronounced it
poerfect; for, after buckling traces and straps,

¢ walked up and down, finding the metal
case, despite Its ponderous appearance, as
light ns his satin hose, and every hinge
and greave and plate e flexible that no
movement was impeded. He surveyed him-
self with pride, for so strangely was the steel
burnished that sometintes it appeared bronze,
sometimes blue, and sometimes green, and
a8 ity owner went clanking about his cham-

. “PATHER FRANCIS.
—_— i
ber he resclved to call himeelf the Knight
of the Blue Armor, and to start a report

that be was enchanted.

| 11,

Rumor wears myriad wings, and, as her
lips magnify every tale dier e¢ars bear, she
spread this report throughout the country.
Fhe frightened servants fed, and alone and
mysteriously did the knight convey his
hoard of treasurds to the rocky laland. The
king, who lost his tribute by hip maoster's
Bight, selzed the castle; and nobudy mourned
gbe loss of the avariclous nobleman whoe had
sacrificed so many lives for his selfish gaing
and nobody tried to discover his fate. The
peosauts sald thut satan aod all bis brim-
stone lmps had appeared on the drawbridige
one afterncon when the knight of the Blue
Armor was riding across, and, grabbiong
Bim by the peck—around which pe loving
arms bhad ever twined—Jjumped with bl lote
the moat and cut thelr way down to thy
sulphiur throne, which explained sallsfac-
torﬂ; to thelr simple minds the strange
Ppalls of greenlah fire which the Will o' the

|

A LELGEND OF THE LOBSTER.

ESTHER SINGLETON,

Wisp tossed there every night after the
event,

J JILL
When ten years HNad dropped thelr

petals in the Garden of Time a pestilence
swept over the country, leaving famine In
Its wake; and although the grief-stricken
remnunt of humanity murmured prayers for
deliverance, no help came. In thelr distress
they turned to Father Fraucls, the benevo-
lent, learned, sympathetic monk, whose little
church stood not far from the deserted cas-
tle, Around It the Ivy grew as devotedly as
his loving thoughts for his people, and un-
derneath its graceful wealth of green the
golld church was typleal of his sturdy char-
acter. Tender and gentle as was his nature,
he could be stern enough when the time
l;tijmundcd it—and everybody loved and trusted

m.

Father Francls could st In hls little
‘manlen In the shade of fits high wall all
day among the spley gillilowers, the fuffy
rid peonies, and he cloth-of-gold roses,
watching the green dragon flies and brown,
speckled butterfiles at play among the® velvet
petals, hearing Lhe birde elng thelr songs In
the swaylng trees; and taking pleasure in
the bounco and buzz of the (ndustrious bees
flling thelr honey bags; or he could cloge
bhis eyes to these delights and study here,
a8 well a8 In his bare room, old volumeo
held together by heavy sllver clasps and
filled withh the qualnt lettering of patlent
scribes, On dull days, whén the angry
raln laghed the hearts out of his flowers
or when winter covered them with a cloak
of snow, Father Francls would take hls
palette and brushes, painte and bowls to his
tiny window, and spend hours IlHuminating
minlatures, dellighting to ses the pletured
story grow under hlg deft fingers,

v V.

But in all these occupations, and even
when at %ls orl=on® in the chapel, he was
wlways ready to lislen to the woes of hie
people, and to help them by word or deed;
for Father Francis believed himself nearor
heaven's bleswings when helping mankind
thaen at any other time.

He still belleved the Knight of the Blue
Armor to be alive, and connected him with
the legend of the (eland, that could be seen
on a clear day like n golden dot on the sky
line across the sparkling sea. If he could
approach the tyrant, perhaps he might
eoften his heart,

Fathe Fraocis ealled his people together

Ia the little lvy-wreathed chapel, “I go
he sald, *to prooure help to that island
which Jlegend calls enchanted, Be s
owner monater, dragon, wizard, or cruel

maun, 1 will bid him ald you, my dear chil-
dren, Who will sall thither with me?"

The faces grew pale.

“Do not leave us, Father Francls, do not
leave us!"” was the ory.

“Who will go with me?" he repeated,

Then In the sllence outspoke the bold
voice of Jean lo Hardl: *I am your un-
worthy companion, Father Francls, if you
will have me,"

“One ie all 1 need,” answered the monk,
“and vow Yarewell, my children; we go to-
day. 1 give you my blessing!™

A9 he wtretched forth his hande, that
looked like the white doves of peace and
promise, the people bowed their heads and
sobbed, The ola ones grieved to lose thelr
prieat, but the young maidens sorrowed for
the handsome, dauntiess Jean, who had cap-
tured thelr tender bhearts.

As Adels du Bols walked out under the
archied stone door, she found Jean walting.
He clasped her haud and told her In hie ar-
dent gaze the secret she had craved o long.
Blo slipped her scented rosury on his wrist
for & talleman, and to thauk her he bent i

rose in her cheeks under the shadow of her
crimped linen wimple.

V.

One bright morning the Knight of the
Blue Armor had left his stronghold and
\ay basking on the rocks, He enjoyed the
freah breeze thut blew away the curling
heads of the roarlng waves as he had
blown away human sympathy. Like himsell
the day was cold and brilliant In appearance
and the eun seemed to dellght In striking
upon the figure that lay n shapeless mass of
glittering stecl upon the huge brown bowl-
derp. His tall figure in it® careless pose
looked as If it might be a plece of a blue
wave from the ocean lodged In the cloven
rock., Ineensible to the loneliness of the
place, he was rejoicing In his good luck to
Fave been so long unmolesied, when his quick
eve detected a tiny, black speck drifting from
wave to wave midway between the Island
and a ship, many leagues away. Yes, it
was coming toward him, wvery slowly, but
very surely, the little bark that rose and fell
with the heaving rolls of water secking lo
wash the shore, In It were two men—an

wlll answer for your
crime of entering my rocky gates. Begone!"

“I know you, Gaston de Mesquin,” sald
the priest, undisturbed by threat and scowl
and furlous gestures, I koow you, Have I
belleved the tales of your dieappearance?
Do 1 not kpow that yonder castle contalni
the treasures won by your greed of will and
strength of arm? Listen: Your people, who
are my people, starve. Atone for your evil
deads by giving your bounty o succor the
suffering ones, Plague has visited them and
famine tarries a more unwished for guest
than 1 to you. Help them, help; help for
thelr sakes, for your present peace, for your
future reward, and for my dake—a conse-
crated monk, who will call heaven's gifts of
mercy upon your path., Help them!"

“1 would the plague had carried you off,
too; mayhap famine wlill, If he ablde long
enough, Were my prayers useful, I would
plece head of nation on to tall of vesper
und beg him starve thy stomach Into dust,
Do you monks teach your sons how to Invade
and harry thus the estates of other men?
Youth, you are bold in looks, leave the monk
and serve me,"”

reply; "wyour blood

elderly priest and a smrong, handsome youth,
who pulled the oars with a hearty stroke.

“8ir Knlght,” you are the better teacher
of such manpers. What land has escaped

E—————
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“It is he," sald Father Francis to Jean, as
a glgantic billow dropped them down its
slippery side In full view of the rock on
which the knight rested. “I thought the
Blue Knight and the ogre were ldeatical.
Pull steady, Jean, and keep & stout heart.'

The knight meanwhile with a very angry
expression rose to his feet and stood shading
his eyes and looking imtently upon the ap-
proaching boat, #o near now that the two

flgures were visible.
“They shall not land,"” he mumbled. *'I
feel they are my destruction.” With this

remark he crept down the rocks, dropplng
from one to another, clinging by hand and
foot, now Jumplng, now Ewinging, now
sorembling and now sliding, until he reached
the sandy beach.

“Who lands?"” he cried to the Intruders.
“Who lands? Is it peace? Is It mennce?
This island )2 mine; nelther friend nor foe
is welcome. Ye land on peril of your lives."

VI
YWe are messengers of peace,' sald Father
Francls, as be stepped from the bost, fol-

lowed by Jean, “and after craving your
pardon and begging for your grhce, we sue

tull haad and Kissed hor before the astonighs ll" favor,"
o

and jealous giris, at whosst gase deep pe

I'Heg upd sus us you please,'” was the

NN
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THIS WAS HJ\KD—LK SPOKEN W HEN THE KNIGET VANISHED.

fey
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| your flerce Invasiom? But we are not here
for angry words, 'We come with appeals for
charity,” and tha priest related the sorrows
of his flock with wsubh exquisite cholee of
words and so me Hustrations of truthful
incident that the ®Wnlght of the Blue Armor
listened in & mood akin to rapture, When
Father Francie bad fnished bhe exclalmed:
*“Your oratory 16 Indeed fine, Sir Priest; you
have touched my head, . but not my heart—
but not my heart,” and then, as If ashamed
of conceding so much, he wscreamed: *‘Be-
gone, both of you; begonel”

Turning, he started up the beach with
haughty, swinging strides,

ViIL.

“Halt, Sir Knlght," called Father Francls,
“halt! Onte more 1 give you a chance to
ataie for your past misdeeds of rapacity.
Wil you aid your pecple ar will you continue
to eelfishly guard with your grasplig hand
what you have gatned? Choows, aﬁ 1 am
empowerad 10 hrln: yau to pufilshment.
Choowe, for in this hour your dqgg Is net.
Whether you wish It or not, your perty v
mine—mine to divide among your people,

who are my people.'
Tho wtrong, salt brecze played with the

Francis, for he hoped the knlght would re-
lent, yield to his persuasive words and escape
his doom, But these could not plerce his
heart any more effectually than the sun could
dart Ite rays through the glittering armor.
“How blue the sea, how Dblue the sky, how
bard the Kknight's face, how grieved the
menk!”” Such were the thoughts of Jean,
who gazed wonderingly at the scene,

VIIL,

A wstrange thing happened. "It s ead,
Jeap, but I must punish this man,’” sald
Father Francis, ax the knight walked away.
"“We cannot splll his blood, yet we must selze
hia possessions for the hungry ones at home,
Wateh!"

As they overtook him again the Kolght of
the Blue Armor turned with s menacing
glance, but was arrested by the monk, who
sald slowly: “"Knight of the Blue Armor,
there are treasures (n the sen—guard them;
there are monstors {n the sea—go live with
them. You wear armor, it shall ellng to you
und become a pary of you; the sign and seal
of your greedy nature shall be a cumbersome
elaw: your eye shall shrivel in its gocket; and
your heart men shuall Jook for in valn. Be-
gone!"

This was hardly spoken when the knight
vanished, and a huge lobster fell from the
rocks Into the ocean with a great splash,

Father Franclg and Jean s'gnalled thelr
ghip to land, loaded her with the spo'ls of
the castle and sajled home; one to the charge
of hig people; the other to the gentle Adele,

8o well does the lobster fulfill the eharm
‘tuat, clad (n his helmet and cuirass of mail--
a marvel of flexibility—he guards forever the
secrel caverns of the ocean, One thing re-
mindg the Knight of the Blue Armor of his
greed—the awkward, grasping claw which 50
often brings bim into trouble.

It you do ngt believe this story, examinge
the next lobster you see, and tell me |f be
does not wear & wonderful suit of armor!

A HUNTER OF WILD BEASTS.

Du Challlu Talks of His Experience
in the Junkle,

It is a remarkable thing that Paul Du

Ohalllu, who In his earlier years gained

puch fame from his explorations in Central

Afriea and from the thrilling recital of his
adventyres, has not cared in the perlod of
hia pred manhood to renew his experi-
enced Il the same field.  He enjoys talking
about . lMonw, bgers, elephants and gorillas
md-ut.har hig game, but Is well content to
leave them. in%.the forest Jjungle while he
treatls the pathways of civilization and en-
joyo the life of great cities.  Almost equally
remarkuble 1s the (ndifference of this
thorough Frenchman to the charms of Paris
and hig own country and his declded prefer-
ence for the western continent, Hoe Hkes
Americans bettes than Freochmen; he likes
New York better than Paris, and, as a place
to rest Ip summer, he llkes New London
better than any spot on earth,
REMINIBCENCES,

Finding myself beside M. Du Chaillu at a
resort In better Bobemla some time ago, 1
finally, but not without difficulty, drew him
away from hiv favorite tople of the Vikinge,
and Induced him to tell me something about
the big animals of far away lands which he
bas hunted so many tlmes. He spoke flu-
ently ln English, but with Gallle animation,
and it was a fine sight to see this lttle man,
brown skinned, well preserved and full of
kindly humor, Hght up as be called to mind
thoss stirving times of long ago,

We talked gorillss for & while and he ex-
press:d no sympathy with the Darwinlan
theory regarding the distance between man
and these big apps o8 too great to bo spanned
by any step of science. To his potlon there
19 Iittle that suggests the human form In
the anutomical strugture of the gorilia, the
animal baving grest difficulty in malntsloing
its equilibrium on jta ldnd legs and always
golng down on Its hsunches, slmost sitting
down, when about o attack. And yebt he
admitted that the anlmal's remarkable facial
resomblance to man, lu spite of Its repulsive
hidevusness, always made him feel a cerlain
sinking of heart on killlng a gorille. No
could he look without feeling upon a ded
gorlile. M. Du Challly remembers killing a
gorilla that stood nearly six fedt In helght
and bad a reach of the of mine feet,
Its large top was as thi & man's wrist,

whits ouris oa Lhe troubled brow of Father

while the hands, with théir great claws, had

' strength to crush a man's skull or dleem-
bowel him with a single blow. He had heard
o gorilla's roar three miles off,

A TERRIFYING ENEMY.

The grown male Is often shy and Du
Chaillu has hunted one all day unsuceess-
fully, nlthough sure that the ape was avold-
ing him. Once met, however, the animal
never retreats, and a life or death combat
ensues, It le a terrifying thing to see a
gorilla make ready to attack, its round, bul-
let head, covered with reddish hair thrown
forward from the black body, its fentures
convulsed with rage, the small, deep-set eycs
gleaming mallgnantly, and the fangs of the
heavy: jaws showing between tengely drawn
lipe. What adds te the excltement Is the
pecessity, owing to the denseness of [he
Jungle where gorilla's are found, of holding
oune’'s fire untll the last moment, a hunter
never discharging his piece from a Jonger dis-
tance than elght yards, while from fourteen
to eighteen fet is the ordinary gorilla range.

A final point te that gorilla meat, dark
red in color, I8 esteemed a dellcacy by natives
and experienced hunters,

TIGER INTUITION.

The tiger Is the greatest fighter In the
Jungle, and seems to know Its superlority
over other animals, cue Indicaticn of this
belng found In the straight course It tnkes
in going to a watering place, ita trall moving
shead unawervingly, while the tracke of other
anlmale show breaks and hesitations from
various alarme. A tiger has all the strength
of the Mon, with the advantage of greater
quickness and cumning,

Tigers might be called the cannlbals among
wild beasts, hence It 15 a well established
fact that the males often devour their own
cubs and In some Ingtances their femalea It
la probably for this reason that the tigress
conceals her cube from thelr sire ap soon as
they are borp and leaves him herselfl as soon
afterward as may be.

Thera I united testimony that tigers koow
the differences between oatives armed only
with epears and white men carrylng rifies,
and they are far more apt to attack the
former than the latter. A white man armed
is comparatively safe from attack In the
jungle unless the animal he Is hunting le
brought to bay or wounded.

Trapping tigers I8 royal sport, and hers no
dovice concelved by white men his been
found puperior to the oative method, which
is at once simple and effective. Half way
between tha tiger's lair and Ite accustomed
watering place fs dug a pit twelve or four-
teen feet square and somewhat deeper, with
sides sloping out after the manner of an
Indian cache, so that the bottom ls some feot
larger than the mouth, Every particle of
treah dirt ls removed and the opening is then
concenled by bLranches acd leaves, over these
belng erected a primitive tripod fifteen or
twenty feet high, From the apex, securely

caleulated to tempt the tiger's spring, And
there the anlmal is 1eft an unwilling sacrifipe,
kleking and stroggling until the great Least

shall come forih.
prospective feast, the

Attracted by the
tiger orecps up within bounding Adlstance,

thon gives a mighty leap and—falls Into the
pit. There be Is kept & prisoner for meveral
daysé, his frantle efforis Lo escape only Berv-
ing to exhaust his strength.  Meantime his
captors have constructed a bran new cage,
whieh 18 carefully lst down over him, large
pleces of rattan belng gradually worked bo-
neath untll he is completely shut in. By
this time the tiger Is usually nearly dead
from exhaustion and wounds, and in this
woondition, m most miserable object, he aud
bid cage are hoisted to the surlave.
AN EXPERIENCE WITH A LION.

In regard to lons, It #ecins there In foun-
datlon for the slatement that these great
cats ofton refuse to attack a man, evel
when unarmed. One of M, Du Challiu's
gun bearers, for lnptance, on One oecanion,
camo unexpectedly face to face with a .Iluu
at o distance of loss than three feet. The
patdve had sufficlent coclness (o stand abso-
lutely motionless, not even attempting to
lify the weapon he carried from his left lnlo
his right hand, for there was no time to
do s0. After perbaps a minute that weeinod
to be Interminable the llon walked away,
tyrning his hoad every few minutes to look
st the man, A ltue later another native
encountered the same lon, and, showing

loas noe of mind than his comrade,
"u.‘pr;: spear to srike, whereupon the

bound, 1x suspended a live goat at a helght|

brutp sprang upon him, wounding him se
that he died within the lour,

Almost all llons seon In menageries are
animals that have been captured as cubs
when too feeble to offor resistance, and have
been suclkled by gonts, taking thelr nourish-
ment thua three times a day, and oflen grow-
ing into fine beaste. In tho rare cazes whero
grown lMons are caplured they elther sicken
and die from loes of freedom, many of them
belng carried off by consimption, or, if they
live, become go flerco that they are dangerous
to handle, CLEVELAND MOFFHETT,

PRATTLE OF THE YOUNGSTERS,

“‘Moral courage,” sald the teacher, "ls the
courige that makes a boy do what he thinks
Is right, regurdless of the jecrs of hile com-
panfons.”  *“Then,” fald Willle, il a feller
has candy and eate It all higself, and ain't
ufrald of the otlier fellera callin® him stingy,
i# that moral courage?'’

“Papa,’’ enld Willie, "why do they have o
chapinin in the sennte?” “He Is there, my
son, to pray that the senalors mny ho
blessad, and may do thelr work decently and
in order.” “Humph!" wsald Willle, "'Seeins
to me they ought to get rid of the one they
have now, and get oue who hsas more In-
fluence."

“PPa, does Mr. Smiler burn candles at his
houss?"' No, my dear, why do you ask?*
“Why, T heard him say the other night you
couldn’t hold a candle to grandpa.'

Johnny—1'd hate to belong to your chiurch.
You can't dance, or play cards, or go to the
clreus, We_can have all the fun we wint In
our church, and you can't. Tommy—That's
all right, We're golng to hesven, and you
ain't, dog-on ye!

Professor (reading)—*"'Dropping the reins,
Mr. Flood rczelsted his wife from the car-
~iage, and togother they entered the store.'’
Can any MHttle boy Improve upon this
gentence? HBright Pupll—The reing depcénded
and the Floods came.

Willie—I don’t belleve it i wicked to chew
tobicco, Nellle—Why, Willle!' Willle—Well,
It dlp't,. 1 treled it and it made me elek,
Wicked things 1 all good,

A little 4-yeur-old boy was bad the other
day, and his mother said: “"Sammy, why
don't you be good ' “Coause 'm afrald,'” wae
the prompt reply. “What are you afrald of "
““Good little boys get to be angels, and I
don't want to be an angel and have Lo wear
feddere like a hen.'

Mr. Walluce—Is your sister Allce an
obliging girl? Willle—0Obliging ain't no
name for It. 8She's awll the time obliging e
to do what I don't Hke.

“More ple, Johunie? Why, ehild, you can't
possibly hold another mouthful.'' *“But, ma,
nur'teauher gays there's slways room at the
top!"

Tommy (Impatiently)—I wish I were Billy
Barlow, Mamma-—But Billy hasn't any dear
lHttle brothers and pigters, Tommy~—That e
Just where he's In luck; ho doesn't bave to
be an examplp to them all the time.

LITTLE MISS CURTOUN,

Chicagn Poat.
No matter what It Is 1 say,
No matier when or how,
Bhe answers (n the well-gamo way
Thut's Ko familinr now,
It 1 but wsk her to be silll,
As #he goes raving by,
Bhe only laughs and :m;pu until
Bhe's queried: “"Why??"

If 1 should may: *“Be good today,"
Bhe'd stop upd look pskance -
For just & moment cense her play,
A query In her glance;
If 1 should say: *"Daon‘t iu,- too rough,”™
Expecting po r;—&-ly.
Bhe'd cease her laughing long encugh
To answer: “Why?"

There (@ no woatement I
No cautlon 1 can give,

can make,

That il pnot prompt possesslon tak

o hﬂu quutulli_ve! : .
Ir 1 but say: “"Don't hllrg yoursel,"
Or, “"Now, 1 wouldn't cry,'

I'm wure to hear the Mitle elf
Inqulre: *“*"Whyt

————
Bucklen's Arnlon Salve,

The best salve Im the world for outs,
brulses, sores, wicers, saly rheum, fover sores,
tetter, chapped hands, chilblalns, curns and
all akin eruptions, and positively cures plles
of no pay required. It I guarantesd to give
perfoct satisfaction or money refunded,
:ripu 26 cents per box., For male by Kuls

Co.
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